56                        PASTOR HALL

Ida Hall Julie, the champagne.

[JULIE brings the champagne, pours it out. The musical clock
suddenly begins to play. While it is playing, PAUL
VON GROTJAHN speaks the words, with pathos.]

THE SONG

The God who planted iron here
Willed that no one should slave be.
Thus, to man, sabre, sword and spear,
To guard his just claims gave he.
Thus gave him too the fearless mood,
The wrath of his free utterance,
So to uphold with his last blood,
And till his death, defiance.

And so we will what God has willed,

To hold our trust with loyalty,

And never let men's skulls be spilled

To pay a tyrant fealty.

But him who fights for shame and sport

We hack up bit from bit,

For he in German lands shall not

With German men inherit.

Friedrich Hall This glass, my dear Julie, is for you and
you must be with us when we drink to the health and
happiness of the young couple.

Julie.

[Confused}
Oh, Herr Pastor..,